bucketf uls. It was only a short stretch we had to traverse 18 5
but it was perilous. Being somewhat lit up I had supreme
confidence in my ability to find my way unaided. Now
and then-a flash of lightning lit up the path which was
swimming in mud. In these lurid moments the scene was
so harrowingly desolate that I felt as if we were enacting
a scene from Macbeth. "Blow wind and crack!w I shouted,
gay as a mud-lark, and at that moment I slipped to my
knees and would have rolled down a gully had not Kat-
simbalis caught me by the arm. When I saw the spot next
morning I almost fainted.

We slept with the windows closed and a great fire roar-
ing in the huge stove. At breakfast we congregated about
a long communion table in a hall that would have done
credit to a Dominican monastery. The food was excel-
lent and abundant, the view from the window superb.
The place was so enormous, the floor so inviting, that I
couldn't resist the temptation to do some fancy skating
in my shoes. I sailed in and out the corridors, the refec-
tory, the salon, the studios, delivering glad tidings from
the ruler of my ninth house, Mercury himself.

It was now time to inspect the ruins, extract .the last
oracular juices from the extinct navel. We climbed up
the hill to the theatre whence we overlooked the splin-
tered treasuries of the gods, the ruined temples, the fallen
columns, trying vainly to recreate the splendor of this
ancient site. We speculated at length on the exact posi-
tion of the city itself which is as yet undiscovered. Sud-
clenly, as we stood there silently and reverently, Katsim-
balis strode to the center of the bowl and holding his
arms aloft delivered the dosing lines of the last oracle.
It was an impressive* moment, to say the least. For a sec-
ond, so it seemed, the curtain had been lifted on a world
which had never really perished but TOhich had rolled
away like a doud and was preserving itself intact, iavio-